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Day after day I did the various sights of New
York. One afternoon I went to the Central Park,
on another to the Metropolitan Museum. I had
heard so much about both of them from my Ameri-
can friends that my disappointment was all the more
when I found nothing in particular to interest me,
and I should scarcely have remembered to mention
either of them were it not for the beautiful green of
the Park and the exquisite collection of Rodin's
works in the Metropolitan. The work of the French
master is not quite unknown to me and I remember
giving a good deal of my time when in Paris to his
famous Le Penseur, though all my search to find some
beauty, some pathos, some grand appeal to my own
elemental mentality in the first rude stirring of that
big brute's mind proved unavailing. The collection
in the Metropolitan, however, appealed to me con-
siderably and I thought " The Hand of God " as
beautiful a piece of sculpture as one would care to
see at all times, so original, so suggestive it is and so*
full of feeling and mystery. In exact contrast to this
unique little handiwork of Rodin's is the colossal
Statue of Liberty of Bartholodi's at the entrance of
New York Harbour, round which I cruised one fine
forenoon. It is as fine a piece of what Ruskin calls
" cold carving " on a gigantic scale as I have seen
anywhere. As massive of form as dull in conception,
as false of anatomy as weak in technique, it stands a
monumental travesty of the popular idea of that
phantom goddess and at best looks but a cheap and
uninspiring imitation of its famous legendary proto-
type at Rhodes. Fancy a people prating of Liberty